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THE three hundredth performance of The 
Gay Parisienne at the Duke of York's was 
@ thumping affair. I never saw sardines 
packed closer than the audience, I never 
heard a pit and gallery more enthusiastic. 
I was told that they had been waiting since 
early morning, and that more than double 
the number of those who obtained admission 
were turned away, that the pressure was 80 
great that ladies had to be pulled through 

ee broken windows to get out of the crush. 
Forty policemen were on duty regulating the mob. It was 
all on account of the souvenirs—for Mr. Levenston celebrated 
the occasion by giving away vocal scores of Mr. Caryll’s lively 
music. And very charming souvenirs they were, too. 

The merry piece never went bester. It was full of life and go 
from beginning to end, and the pas de quatre in the second act is a 
dream of beauty and grace and colour. Miss Ada Reeve is at 
present absent from the cast, but a vivacious and attractive substitute 
for her has been found in the pretty person of Miss Clara Thropp, 
an American debutante in London who has speedily achieved 
popularity. Miss Louie Freear is also away pantomiming in the 
country, but Sister Mary Jane’s Top Note is not silent on that 
account, for that favourite little music-hall singer, Miss Peggy 
Pryde, fills her place quite acceptably, and bas introduced many 
funniments of her own. 

Mr. Frank Wheeler works like a Briton, and Mr. Lionel Rignold 
and Mr. W. H. Denny support him splendidly. The chorus and 
orchestra are admirable—altogether, a very excellent show. 


Miss Ellen Terry’s return to the Lyceum on Saturday last week 
was greeted, naturally, by a huge house, and her delightfui 





Imogen was never more winsome. Mr. Cooper Cliff is an attractive 


Iachimo, and the rest of the fine cast is as before. 
GoOssAMER. 


Mr. Maud Lancaster will give a Telepathio Séance in the St. 
James’s Hall on the evening of Thursday, February 11th, under 
the management of Wilson Newton. During the evening there 
will be vocal and instrumental music by Miss Esher Palliser, Miss 
Hilda Wilson, M. Tivadar Nachéz, Mr. Templer Saxe, and Mr. 
Landon Ronald. 


At a general meeting of the Society of English Artists, held at 
the Regent Gallery, Regent Street, it was resolved respecting the 
title of the society, to which the Royal Society of British Artists 
bad raised an objection, to alter the name to the Society of 
English Painters. 

The Royal Aquarium, London, came of age on the 22nd ult. 
The building was opened by H.R.H. the Duke of Edinburgh on 
January 22nd, 1876, and it has never since been closed. 


The Fifth Annual Great Yachting Exhibition, opened to-day at 
the Royal Aquarium, will be followed by The Fisheries on March 
9th. Both displays will be on a very extensive scale and exceed in 
magnitude and interest those of 1896. 
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| Is Erin an Entity P 
THE QUESTION ANSWERED BY A HUMOROUS 
HIBERNIAN STATESMAN. 


(“If we are to regard Ireland as an entity for taxation, the 
argument for financial readjustment and relief is irresistible.”’— 
Westminster Gazette. } 


I MET a statesman who with zeal 
Works woundily for Ireland's weal, 
Aad meekly made him an appeal 

Whose gist was this substantially: 
‘I’m sure you've read your W. G.— 
Pray solve this puzzling point for me: 
Should Ireland as an N Pr 

Be ranked, or no, financially ? "’ 


“‘ Indeed, she should!” he made reply, 


And smartly with his dextral eye 
He winked, and sla his dextral thi,h 
With dextral stupendously. 


‘“‘ For, whether friend or foe you be 
To Erin, you must needs agree 
That N T T stands accuratiee 
For Nation Taxed Tremendously ! ”’ 


Noricz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a starnped cnd 
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TRUTH. 





Meeting and Parting. 


Mrs. Swiller (angrily, to Mr. S., who 
has been imbibing too freely).—‘‘ You 
disgraceful creature! I’ve just been to 

a ‘ Mothers’ Meeting,’ and return to find 
you like this! Where have you heen, 

! wretch?” a 
| Halk Mr. Swiller.— To a ‘ Fathers’ Part- a 
iH ingsh,’ m’dear. Jus’ seen ole married a 
i chum off to ’Stralia!” 
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Dismemberment. 
(The Butcher to His Stock.) 
Ir is but meat that we should part, 
So go from me, my tender heart ; eB 
My shoulders, legs—I freely give 4 
Ye for cash down, that I may live! “ws 











| All Oar. q 
Mr. Dunderhed.— Don’t you think 
| that we could row through life 
together ? ”’ 
Miss Sharptung.—* No; I’m afraid 
your skull is too small.”’ 


—_————— : ie 
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Paradoxical. 


Tuy gaily took their acme skates, 
And to the river crossed. 
A thaw’d set in. Tom growled, “ Ye 
fates | 
Why, it’s a perfect ‘frost ’!”’ 
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Why P 


THE black from the chimney on high 
That through the air sneakingly goes, 
| Will worm itself into your eye, 

Or perch on the tip of your nose! 








Poor Chap! 


Friend.— Did you feel nervous when 
you ‘ popped the question,’ Henpeckt ? ” 

Henpeckt.—“ Not so nervous as I have 
felt since I’ve been married!” 
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His Opinion. 
Gentleman (to Dirty Beggar).—‘* Why 
don’t you wash yourself? Soap and 
water are cheap.”’ 
Dirty Beggar (with a shudder).—‘* And 
nasty.” 


Tired of Her. | 
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Old Lady.—I’m afraid your story of your sudden bereavement by your wife’s 
death a fortnight ago and your children’s illness is not quite the truth.” 

Tramp (hurt).—‘* Not true! Look 'e ‘ere, lady, I’ve bin in this unfort’nate 
persition for more nor five year, and ’ave said the same thing ’undreds o’ times, and 
you're the fust as ever doubted my word afore !"’ 


O Woman, that is christened ‘‘ New’”’ ! 
You’re always in joke, verse, or tale ; 
It strikes me forcibly that you 
Are getting just a trifle stale ! 








Cause and Effect. 


First Budding Author.—“ I wonder if those wretched editors ever 
read my short stories ?"’ 


Second Budding Author.—‘ Not beyond the first folio.” 

First.—‘*‘ Why?” 

Second.—‘* Because you write such a bad fist. 
ever read mine ? ”’ 

First.—"* Not beyond the first folio,”’ 

Second.—“ Why ?”’ 

First.—‘‘ Because your writing is so plain.” 


I wonder if, they 





New Nursery Rhymes. 
SING @ song of cycle, with pockets on the thigh, 
Four-and-twenty hat pins; another girl went by. 
When the bike was broken, she couldn’t even sing, 
Wasn’t she a dainty miss to set before the King? 


The King was in his counting house trying to make money, 
The Queen was in the ambulance feeling very funny, 
The Maid was in the garden, brushing mud from those, 


When the Bobby came and whispered “ Ain't she barked her 
nose ?”’ 
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A Striking Reception. 


Mrs. Murphy (to her crony, 


Mrs. 


Doolan).—‘*So yez have come back 


from Ould Oireland, me darlint. 


Did 


yer husband resaive yez wid open 


arrums ?”’ 


Mrs. Doolan.—‘ No; wid a shut fist— 


the blay-guard!” 








Skating. 


I WATCHED them do the “ figure eight ”’ 
(Which wants more skill than strength) ; 

I watched them do—bad for the pate !— 
The figure at full-length! 


I saw them skate with heads held high, 
And proud, defiant stare ; 

And then I saw their heads low lie, 
With heels up in the air! 


Now, after having seen these things, 
I thought, ‘‘I’m flesh-and-bone, 
And, as I’m not endowed with wings, 

I’]1 leave the skates alone.”’ 


But Cousin Belle —(whom may the Fates 
Permit to be my bride)— 

So begged of me to don the skates 
That one sad day I tried. 


O, Cousin Belle ! 


O, Cousin Belle ! 


I'll list to you no more, 
For I was tempted, and I fe/l, 
And now I’m very sore. 
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England, forget not your pride and your glory, 
Heed not the cravens who speak of your fall, 

Yours is the hand that through ail the world’s story, 
Has held Freedom’s banner against tyrants all. 

Children of sires who, while all the world wondered, 
Carried your flag to the « arth’s furthest end, 

Prove that, though statesmen have faltered and blundered, | 
What you have won you'll for ever defend. 
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The Chicago magistrates have decided to put down the matinée hat with a vengeance, 
enacting a fine for wearing it. Tbe above picture represents what may be expected in 
the police-courts in future. 

Magistrate.-—* Fined 10s. each, and don’t put them on again.” 
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Dark clouds are hovering o’er you, 
Alone you your battles must fight, 

You want no alliance; “ Defence not defiance ” 
Your watchword, and “ God save the right!” 








Cecil Lawrence. 


“FUN” 


(Re-written—All rights reserved.) 


REFRAIN :— 


England, Mother of Nations, 





Pause not, your task is not done, 
Foes all around you seek to confound you, 
To rob you of that that you've won. 


By THe “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


THE lyric this week exceeds its 
usual space, so I won’t be im- 
pertinent this time. It is a song shortly 
to be sung all over the country by Mr. 


like to hear it first. 


LYRICS. 


MOTHER OF NATIONS. 


England, when despots with menace would fret you, 
When false friends are waiting your harvest to reap. 
When treacherous rebels assail and beset you, 
| Heed not the words that would lull you to sleep. 
Cast from your counsels the cowards who slander 
| Heroes who're helping to keep England great, 


Le 


Heroes who're fighting to make England grander, 
Give them your aid for your Queen and your State. 


REFRAIN :— 


England, Mother of Nations, 

Your sword must not rust by your side, 
Threatening never, ready ever, 

To draw it when you are defied. 
By Nelson who loved you and saved you, 

By the blood-staining Waterloo’s field, 

We'll fight till we’re dead for the country they bled for, 

K * | No inch of our Empire we'll yield. 


I thought you might 


England, whose white cliffs are kissed by the ocean, 
Paying you homage as Queen of the Sea, 
Your sons will stand ready in love and devotion 
To guard you, and save you, dear Land of the Free. 
We'll launch Flying Squadrons when foreigners flout you, 
We'll heed not the cowards who whimper and frown, 
We'll show the whole world that it can’t do without you, 
Your banner is floating! Who dare haul it down? 


(No. 59.) 


ReFRAIN :— 





England, Mother of Nations, 
Your sons from afar wait the drum, 

They will not fail you should foes assail you, 
O’er the wide seas they will come. 

Heroes you've still to uphold you, 

Just as there ever have been, 

You still have the same sons, your Rhodes and your Jameson, 
To fight for their country, their Queen. 
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Old Huntsman.—* So you be goin’ back w’ Inja, Sir? Be there any ’untin’ i’ them parts?” 
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The Captain (noted Pig-Sticker).—‘ Well, there’s any amount of Pig!” Lae OF ' 
0. Ht" Begs ? ab, ye ain their tails an’ tries to ketch 'um! Poor sport arter fox ’untin’, I sh’d say!” 
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Tse Kilkenny Cats are at it again in the notorious Committee 
Room 15. Poor Parnell was chivied and hectored there some six 
ears ago by the volatile Tim, who is now himself the object of 
resh volcanic outbursts and excommunication, as he declines to 
yield homage to the resolutions of the Dillonite majority. As in 
the case of the Jackdaw of Rheims— 


What is the best of all this fuss 
No one seems one penny the wus, 


For this last mercy, let us express our cordial thanks. Mr. 
Chaffers’ occupation’s gone. No more will his plaintive voice be 
heard in our Palace of Justice, fetid County Court, or other hole- 
and-corner nook and cranny wherein justice is dispensed. Let 
Chaffers pose as the first victim upon the altar of immolation, 
raised through the instrumentality of the recent Vexatious Actions 
Act. Chaffers is now free to look after some of the questionable 
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companies formed for the fleecing of the lamb-like shareholder. He 
can pester our Metropolitan magistrates with his applications in 
respect of directors’ imperfect returns to the Registrar, under the 
Companies’ Acts, and other shortcomings. Half the fine goes to 
the informer, subject to the assent of the Beak. Cheer up, Chaffers! 


The London County Council has again distinguished itself with 
its works, This immaculate aggregation of wisdom has called upon 
the Home Secretary to order the scutum of protection to be thrown 
over the eggs of certain birds; and, further, at the bidding of this 
august body, an addition has been made to the schedule of the 
Wild Birds’ Protection Act. The gay and ever-contented 
chaffinch is, so far as the County of London is concerned, pro- 
tected from the snare of the fowler, and, doubtlessly, in its joy and 
gratitude, will gather in its thousands and pink, pink, and carol in 
Spring Gardens. The ancients were wont to observe the flight of 
birds, and Londoners wait to see how the cat jumps. Whether the 
Council’s tender care for the chaffinch will prove propitious will be 
determined at its approaching triennial election. 


Boutros Pasha, the Egyptian Minister of Foreign Affairs, ofti- 
cially wrote to Lord Cromer the “vive reconnaisance” of his 
Government for the proffered financial assistance of half-a-million 
of money. It is amusing to notice how quickly the Khedive was 
on the “qui vive ;” he lost no time in a fruitless,*oriental ‘ recon- 
naisance,” but closed with the pecuniary offer toute de suite Sweet 
are the uses of adversity, when friends are disclosed. But the 
Khedive's alacrity did somewhat surprise Lord Salisbury. 


The Council of King’s College, London, have decided to remove 
King’s College School at Easter to premises which they have 
acquired adjoining Wimbledon Common. Well, I am amazed ! 
And this is the destiny of my Alma Mater! Now, Alderman 
Treloar, can’t you stop this act cf profanity ? Fancy King’s 
College School at Wimbledon! Ichabod ! May as wall abolish 
the school altogether! Sancte et Sapienter. 
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PROFFERED SERVICE! 




















HARCOURT (LOQ.)—“ IF YOU PLEASE, SIR, I SHALL BE GLAD TO DO A JOB OR TWO.” 


BALFOUR.—: NO VACANCY HERE; BETTER APPLY AT No. 15.” 


(Sir William Harcourt assured the Government that the Opposition would assist the passing of measures they approved.) 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 44.) 
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Proffered Service ! 


THe CHARWOMAN’S LAMENT :— 


Str, I’m grieved to apply, but I cannot do less; 
I’m too proud to beg, borrow, or rob! 

And I know this is Mister John Bull, his address; 
So I’ve called, Sir, in search of a job! 

That I am as I am is my country’s disgrace, 
And I’m—well—we are all getting old, 

But while you havea warm and an excellent place, 
Here am I, Sir, left out in the cold. 


I’m a good, and an old, Parliamentary hand ; 
As a waitress I’m second to none ; 

As a cook unsurpassed and unequalled I stand, 
Of Bull’s kitchen I’ve oft had the run. 

My hashes and stews made a mark in their day; 
My Welsh-rabbits are not at all bad ; 

But of late little work has been put in my way, 
And—just look at the weather we've had! 


Then at management—well, I’m 4 marvel at that, 
[ can keep men and maids in their place— 

I won’t have no ‘‘ cheek,”’ so I tells you, Sir, flat ; 
And I won’t have no “ answers ”’ nor ‘‘ face’’! 

[ can keep them right at it, both mornings and nights, 
And each nose to the grindstone I hold ;— 

Shall we call ita‘‘go’’? I should suit vou to rights, 


And the boss—if I may be so bold! 


Now, don’t shake your head! Give the old girl a chance! 
I could clean up your foreign afiairs ; 

I could titivate things tillthey pleased Madame France ; 
[ could sweep down the German back-stairs ! 

I could do up your Policies equal to new ; 
I could—there—I could run the concern! 

And think of the comfort I might be to you— 
Think of that, Sir, and give me a turn! 


THE BuTLer's REPLY :— 


Ancient party, I fear, there is not any place 
To be had in the service of Bull ; 

‘* Enough and to spare,” I assure you’s the case, 
For our Hall is at present too full. 

What with Joe and his crowd, we have already had 
To turn sev'ral old servants away ; 

So the chance of a vacancy’s shockingly bad— 
Lut we’re here and I think we shall stay. 


We all know what a clever old woman you are, 
What a skilled Parliamentary hand ; 

You're the smartest and keenest conductor by far 
To conduct a disorganised band. 

You may fancy my party’s disorganised, too, 
With opinions diverse as they’re strong ; 

But it’s not so, old lady—a lecture or two, 
And I fancy, we shall not be long! 


I'm obliged by your offer, but beg to decline ! 
We don’t want any charwomen here ! 
Two leaders, old lady, are all very fine ! 
But I’m not taking any, my dear. 
No, I’m boss here at present, and if any man 
Thinks my methods are foolish and slow, 
And tells me he knows a superior plan, 
Well he'll take a month's wages and go. 


, nO, no, my good woman, you'll please to depart 
Until Bull gives us all here the sack, 
For you had a good spell, bless your honest old heart, 
And some day you will doubtless come back 
Just how long we shall stay it’s not easy to tell, 
All that, ma’am, remains to be seen— 
If you want a job badly I fancy there's—well 
Go and ask them at No. 15! 


(So saying the Butler shuts door in her face.) 
THe CHARWOMAN’S FiInaL REMARKS :— 
Chucked again! Well, if ever I heard of the like! 

I have never such impudence seen ! 
To tell me—good gracious, I’d go upon strike 
Ere I'd char ’em at No. 15. 
(Shaking her fist at door.) 
You're a nasty, stuck-uppish, conceited young smug! 
With your proud metapbysical airs ! 
Some day, my fine feller, 'twill come to a tug, 
And weight tells when you tug on the stairs ! 
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THE ICE WAS HARD. 


She (in bloomers).—* I go back to petticoats and things to-morrow! ”’ 


The Pressman and the President. 
(With Apologies.) 


‘A correspondent of the Daily Telegraph, who called at the 
Presidency at Pretoria on New Year's Eve, found Mr. Kruger in 


deep study over his large family Bible.] 


I MET an aged, aged man 
A-sitting in the dusk, 

And stoeping o’er a bulky tome— 
At first I thought him brusque— 

Until ke asked me to indulge 
In coffee and a rusk. 

‘* How are you, aged man?.”’ I said, 
“« And how is it you live?” 

But his answer (for he spoke in Dutch) 
Ran through me like a sieve. 

He said, ‘I look for ‘ little dogs ’ 
That bark among the mines, 

And chain them up until they feel, 
Disposed to pay me fines.” 

I laughed ; and he appeared to be 
Unconscionably vext— 

Just ‘* wacht een beetje,’’ he remarked, 
‘‘Until I find the text— 

I have been thinking of a plan 
To check the (British) queen, 

And I’ve a card now up my sleeve 
To flummux Mr. Greene. 

I hunt up texts appropriate,” 
He said, ‘‘ from Holy Writ 

For raids and Rhodes, and other things— 
And usually they fit ; 

But if they don't, I eke them out 
With prayers and native wit. 

I grant monopolies ad lib. 
And advertise my cant, 

By alient acts and press ga(n)g laws 
Upon the golden Rand. 

So that’s the way (he gave a wink) 
By which I get my wealth— 

And as you’ll publish this, I’ll drink 
Your noble paper’s health.’’ 


(He dos Sa) 92 coffee.) 
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OUR FASHIONABLE HOTEL JAILS. 
The very indulgent treatment of certain special prisoners appears to indicate a strong desire on the part of the authorities to bring about a perfectly new 
system im the conduct of our jails:——1. And a fashionable “At Home” in Newgate is quite an event of the near future 2. We may expect to hear that Burglar 
Bill has been cx nsiderately provided with champagne, in consequence of his “ skilley” not agreeing with him.- 3. Thata prisoner is under treatment, ip the jeil 
infirmary, for tender fingers, resulting from the picking of half a grain of oakum.—-—4, That the cruel custom of cutting the hair and beard of @ prison inmate is 
be entirely abolished in future. 5. Also that convicts are to be allowed to take exercise in Rotten Row. 6. The sexes nolonger to be kept separate 7-44, And 
the unfortunate victims of the fashionable foible, kleptomania, shall be exempt from every kind of punishment (except detention), and have specia) facilities 
5 t the e of 1) harmless and bat veakne that when at liberty again they may at once retucn to their ' 
| 
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WANTED TO KNOW TOO MUCH. 
Servant,—‘ There is no one at home, I say.”’ 
Taz Collector.—‘* Who do all those hats and coats belong to?’’ 
Servant (enraged)—“ Friends of mine!" (And slams the door.) 


Not Used to It. 


Champer.—‘ Did Youngun’s cigar 
draw, do you know?” 

Tamper.— Yes, it drew his face into 
a variety of agonised contortions |! ’’ 














A Bad One. 


Tunker.—“‘Take a cigar Kene. I 
have these cigars especially for my 
friends.” 

Kene (after trying tt). —*Um! Ishould 
have thought you had them especially 
for your enemies !”’ 
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A Dead Loss. 


Undertaker (eagerly, to Doctor). — 
‘‘ How’s the squire, doctor? ”’ 

Doctor.—‘ 1’m afraid there’s no hope.”’ 

Undertaker (trying to look sorrowful). 
—‘* Dear! dear! It’s very sad, isn’t it?” 

Doctor (wickedly).—‘‘ 1 mean no hope 
of your having a job just yet. The 
squire’s out of danger. 





A Vivid Imagination. 
Journalist (to Editor).—‘* Excuse me, 
sir, but I am literally starving. Will 
you buy this article, sir? ” 
Editor.—“* What is it about ? ”’ 
Journalist.—* It’son ‘ The Bad Effects 
of Over-Indulgence in Eating,’ sir.”’ 























A 66 Hit 3) 

Member of Salvation Army Band (to 
magistrate).—‘'The prisoner assaulted 
me, your worship.” 

Prisoner (grinningly).—Shure, Oi 
only shtruck his drum, sorr.” 

M. of S. A. B.—“ Yes; but it was the 
drum of my ear.” 
































Nerve. 


Man (to Dentist).—"* I want you to kill 
this nerve, please. I’m expecting some 
money in a few days, and then I’ll call 
round and pay you.” 

Dentist (sarcastically).—‘ I can’t kill 
such @ nerve as you've got.” 














His Experience. 


Editor’s Little Son.—* What does 
‘MS.’ stand for, pa?” 

Etitor (wearily).—‘‘It stands for 
‘manuscript,’ my boy; but I generally 
find it to also signify ‘ mad sentiments,’ 
or ‘muddled sentences,’ or ‘ maudlin 
style.’”’ 
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I am; I believe in sharin’ alike.” 


enough, Sam. (A pause.) ‘Ave yer 
got a bit o’ baccy about yer, Sam?” 





enough fer me own pipe!” 


Socialism. 
First Tramp.—“ I’m a red’ot Socialist, 


Second Ditto.—‘‘Yus, that’s right 


First Ditto (growlingly).— “ Honly 





(Scene: On the line near Mugby Junction. Time, 11-45 p.m.) 


Frightened Passenger.—‘Guard! Guard! What is delaying F’, P.—* Oh, isn’t there! My wife said if I wasn’t home by 12 


this train ? o’clock she’d come and fetch me, and it’s a quarter to, now!” 








The Grey Mare. Guard.—* There’s been a breakdown on the line, sir. We shall 
be kept here for an hour or so, but there’s nothing to be alarmed at.” 





— 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


" Wednesday.—Put on my best presentation overcoat (the one with 
the fur lining) and sailed away to help them open their Parliament 
in Sweden. Don’t know anything about Swedish politics, or 
whether they have any, but man is man all the world over, and one 
touch of nature I observed wherein I found the Swede akin to 
Briton. 

KINSMEN OVER THE SBA. 


I asked not were they worried by 
The Voluntary School, 
Employers’ Liabili-ty, 
Or moribund Home Rule, 
Or whether Opposition’s fuss 
The Government to baulk. 
But this I know—they’re just like us 
In doing lots of talk. 


Very jolly people, though, and had a good, though frosty, time. 


Thursday.—Beastly weather—stayed in bed late. Got up in 
time to see the House of Lords meet, also part, which they did 
immediately, as they’d got no work to do-oo-oo! Rather a com- 
fortable line of business, being a lord, I should think. Justas a 
sort of contrast, ran down to Stonehouse, and dined with Admiral 
Freemantle and “‘ three hundred naval and military veterans ’’ who 
have been serving Her Majesty any time since 1840. Enjoyed my 
dinner immensely, garnished with song and story and reminiscence— 
tales of hair-breadth ’scapes and dashing deeds of hot timesin India 
and the Soudan, and chilly ones in the frozen trenches of Sebastopol 
and rugged Chitral passes, till I got quite poetical, and insisted on 
singing ‘Rule Britannia” to the policeman who very kindly 
insisted on seeing me to my hotel. e telegraphed to the Queen 
during the evening, and got a reply (paid) in return. 


Friday.—More beastly weather—stayed in bed more than ever. 
Snow, frost, hail, rain, storm, and blizzard fairly on the job, Can 
stand most things, but can’t stand blizzards. 


ALTITUDE. 


Our language’s resources fail 
To adequately indicate 
The way a rousing winter gale 
Can rattle things and devastate, 
The use of words is simply lost 
In picturing the ills of frost, 
And swears enough I do not know 
To paint the tricks of driving snow. 
But oh! to penetrate the gizzard _ 
There’s nothing like a North-East blizzard. 


Didn’t go anywhere or do anything—dined alone—and did it very 
well, 








living. 
Albert Dock to see troops properly embarked for Benin on board 
the Malacca. Touching scenes with girls they left behind them. 
Never mind, soon be back again, with not much harm done—except 
to the Be-ninnies. After this saw the Union line steamer Goork 
launched—a twin-screwer. Then rattled off to see Mr. and Mrs. 
Bayard safely to Sandringham House with the Prince of Wales 
(congratulated them all on beingso chummy). That settled, dashed 
back to Tilbury Docks, having had the tip thas Rhodes would quietly 
land there about 7 p.m. Saw his own reserved private special train 
waiting unostentatiously in a siding. Resolved to come to town 
by it and put bag and things in guard’s van when nobody looking. 
Rhodes duly arrived, and, slippiog off the gangway, reached his 
native land in a sitting posture. Rapidly regained his feet, how- 
ever, and made for his train. I followed, but regret to say guard 
very rudely ejected my things from van, and I had to come up by 
ordinary train. 


Monday.—Weather remaining unattractive, remained in bed all 
yesterday and most of to-day. Got up in time to hear Sir W. 
Martin Conway, at the Royal Geographical Society, describe how he 
crossed Spitzbergen—which, I understand, nobody has done before. 


Tuesday.—Couldn’t stand the weather any longer. Got up and 
went snowballing in the suburbs. Ha! ha! felt I was a boy again! 
—a rather creaky boy, but still a boy—and revelled in the lawless 
missles of frozen rain. 


RAPTURE. 


Oh, fierce is the joy of the vagrom boy 
When he hears the North wind whistle, 
He collects the snow, and with eyes aglow, 
He hurls the chilly missile. 

With jeers and cheers of delight, he hears 
The ball on his victim thudding, 

And he shouts with glee as he turns to flee 
And away o’er the waste goes scudding. 


Enjoyment ended prematurely. In aiming at an inoffensive old 
lady, unfortunately struck a policeman a severe blow on helmet. 
Had to compensate him with several hot rums before he would let 
me go. 

THe Sporrer. 


Saturday.— Weather still beastly, but must do something for a 
i So left cosy hotel at Plymouth, and hurried to town and 
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Questions Not Worth Answering. 

1. WHEN a dog scratches its left ear, is it a sign that the Sultan 
of Turkey is going to have periwinkles with his tea ? 

2. Why does a cracked piano, when played on by a“ dotty’ 
person, make the next door neighbour mad ? 

3. As we can get silk from silkworms, can we get wire from wire- 
worms? And, if not, why-er-not ? 

4. Why does a glass of whisky, when held firmly in a man’s right 
hand, gradually rise to the level of his mouth, and the contents of 
the glass disappear down his throat ? 

5. Do milkmen go to the ‘ Milky Way ’’ when they die ? 

6. Does the dog-star bay at the moon ? 

7. When a man goes fishing, why doesn't he cast his line at the 
bottom of a well, and hook up Truth, instead of hauling up such a 
lot of lies ? 

8. Has an author ever written a book with a pitchfork ? 

9. Does it hurt you most to stand on your own head or to have 
someone else standing on it? 

10. What is the difference between an organ-grinder and his 
monkey ? 

11. Why don’t spiders weave their webs on bald heads ? 

12, Why am I a fool? 
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“FUN ALMANAC’ 
TO, 1897. 
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NOW READY. 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 24d. TO “FUN” OFFICES, 
23, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, £.C. 


2j3d., 





Fun’s Calenadnr or 1897 contains some amusing enough items.—Glasgow 
Evening, News. 


Fun Almanac (London, 27, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street. 2d.) for 1997 is 
just to hand. The principal feature is Fun’s Funny Calendar for 1897. Instead 
of the usual description of events occurring on the separate dates there are 
such items as “ Jan. lst, a happy new year to you all”; “ Jan. 5, Tuesday, Fun 
day of publication”; “ Jan. 14, Tit-Bits from the words of Marie Corelli, first 
known as master pieces, 1896”; “ Jan. 27, Hall Caine invents copyright 1896” ; 
and so on for every day of the year, many of the items being smart hits at 
recent events in the literary, social, and political worlds. A series of three 
letter poetic prophecies for each month, snap shots, and a number of short 
humorous articles, with numerous illustrations, compose an issue of un- 
doubted worth.—The Walsall Free Press. 


Lots ory Fux.—Fun Almanac provides us with twenty pages of mirth for 
twopence. It is bright throughout, and has a freshness about it that is very 
welcome.—The Newsagent. 


Fun Almanac, 2d.,a double number «f the weekly comic journal, with a 
double-page cartoon.— West Sussex Times, 


The Fun Almanac for 1897, just issued, is an amusing twopenn’orth, con- 
taining some very humorous pictures, and its comic calendar will cause many 
a hearty laugh.— Dover City Chronicle. 


Fun’s Almanac is full of pictures and jokes. Asan example of the latter 
we may quote the following: “Can you tell me where that line goes to, my 
boy? ”—*‘‘ It don’t go nowhere, sir; they keeps it there to run trains on! ”’—The 
Citizen, Gloucester. 





ae 


Fun Almanac for 1897 is just out, and, if possible, better thanever. The 
pictures are capital; the jokes, pictorial and typographical, neat, crisp, and 
o al. John Proctor’s two-page cartoon—* Political To aning ”—ought 
to be framed by every purchaser as an exact record of “the situation” as it is 
atthe hour. John Bull leading the way down the snowy slope, holding the 
ropes of his sleigh “Splendid Isolation,” looking straight in front with a 
|  eontented face, leaning over the seated Lord Salisbury—(something wrong 
| about his beard), skilfully steering the little pe France and Russia following 
close at heel, the sturdy Cossack steering, and Belle France looking rather 
anxiously behind as the Triple Alliance seems to be overrunning them: on the 
one side the Radical party with Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Mcrle 
aboard (having just dropped Lord Rosebery behind), too alarmed and excite 
to steer, as they find themselves rushing headlong on to a huge rock ahead; on 
the other the Grand Turk coming an awful pe oh while on che rear slope 
of the hill Brother Jonathan is toiling rather painfully up again, having just 
enjoyed his grand slide.—Birkenhead and Cheshire Advertiser. 


The Fun Almanac appears once more, with its usual allowance of jokes and 
witticisms and humorous drawings.—Star. 


Fun Almanac for 1897 is a good twopennyworth, the calendar being specially 
well done.— Western Mail. 


Fun Almanac is full of good things.—Stage. 


Fun Almanac fully justifies its title, the first cartoon, entitled “Father 
Time’s Circus,” being very funny; and “Political Tobogganing” is smartly 
illustrative of the condition of European politics at the present moment.—News 
of the World, 


Fun Almanac for 1897 (London: M. Elton & Co., 27, Bouverie Street) has a 
very good two-page cartoon, entitled “Political Toboganing.” The Turk has 
just been run down by a toboggan, manned by two doughty performers, Lord 
Salisbury, with John Bull behind him, and is about to receive the attention of 
Mr. Gladstone; France and Russia are shooting forward together beautifully, 
but are followed rather too closely for comfort by another toboggan with the two 
Kaisers and King Humbert on board. The last toboggan in the cartoon 
is inscribed with the name of the Radical Party, and is about to come smash 
against a rock ahead—Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley glaring 
wildly in view of their imminent destruction, while Lord Rosebery, who has 
just been shed, is sprawling safely in the rear. For the rest the Almanac is 
decidedly funny.—Aberdeen Free Press, 


The Fun Almanac for 1897 (M. Elton and Co., 27, Bouverie Street) is already to 
hand. The illustrations this year are particularly good. Thecartoonis entitled 
“ Political Tobogganing,” and represents Lard Salisbury’s toboggan, under the 
guidance of John Bull, progressing favourably, while all the other toboggans 
seem to meet with a surprising number ofobstacles. Oneofthe best illustrated 
absurdities is ‘The woman with a past.” The “Funny Calendar” is very 








clever.—Spalding Guardian. 








DRAINS 


attention lives in Cork, Ireland. If, the next time he visits 
Dublin, he will lean over the balustrade of any of the bridges 
that cross the Liffey, his nose will inform him that avery foul 
stream runs beneath. In other words, the river is a sort of 
open drain to the city, and contains what we might expect. 
The Thames in London is not much better, although no longer 
used directly for sewage purposes. 

The point I want to emphasise is this: that all animal life 
produces waste matter which, as such, is dangerous to health, 
and must be got rid of as quickly and thoroughly as possible. 
That is why all well-regulated cities have elaborate and 
efficient systems of drainage. 

Very well. So much is plain. Now, the human body has 
such a system too; and when it doesn’t work well, the dead, 
used-up, and poisonous stuff (more or less of it) remains in the 
body and sets going a lot of mischief. If you don’t think so, 
it is because you haven’t studied the subject, or observed the 
operations of your own physical machinery. 


Once upon a time something went wrong with this important | 
apparatus in Mr. Cadden’s body, and it led to an experience | 


on his part which he has no wish to have repeated. 

‘For over ten years,’’ he goes on to say, ‘‘I suffered from 
disease of the kidneys, 
and the lower part of my body.”’ 


[Of course ; because the kidneys are situated in the loins, | 


the best place for the work they have to do. There are two ot 
them, connected together, shaped like a bean, and about four 
inches long by three inches broad. There they lie, imbedded 
in fat; and their condition is an important index to the 
health of the owner. They are full of nerves also, and 
when diseased are sure to cause the keen pain Mr. Cadden 
speaks of. ] 

“The secretion,’’ he continues, “ was very scaut, and I 
suffered great pain in voiding it, sometimes blood coming away. 


I got into a low and depressed condition as year after year | 





f——— - sot — 


WORKING BADLY. 


THE writer of the letter to which I am about to ask your, passed by and I found myself growing worse and worse. What a 
I suffered it is impossible to describe, and I never looked for 


I had excruciating pain in the back | 








| 
| 
| 
| 


being well again in this world.”’ 


‘Our friend’s fears were well founded—much better than he 


realised, probably. Men die of that complaint almost like 


sheep with the murrain, and even skilled doctors are shy of | 


taking charge of a bad case of it.] 

‘‘From time to time,” Mr. Cadden says, ‘‘I was obliged to 
leave my work, as the gnawing pain was more than I could 
bear. I saw doctor after doctor, and went into the;hospital, 
but none of the medicines eased me. 

“In June, 1894, I read about Mother Seigel’s Curative 
Syrup, and got a bottle from the Drug Stores, Pembroke 


Street, and after taking it was so much better that I felt quite | 
I continued with this medicine, and all the @ 
pain gradually left me. When I had taken three bottles I was @ 
completely cured, and have since been in the best of health. & 
I feel truly grateful for what Mother Seigel’s Syrup has done | 
for me, in having saved me from a life of misery. You can | 
1 Signed) @ 
J. Cadden, 2, Buckingham Place, Cork, Ireland, August 1H | 


another man. 


publish this statement, and refer any one to me. 


1896.”’ moe 
It is the business of the kidneys to take certain waste and 
worn-out matters from the blood, and expel them from the 
body through the bladder, &c. They are a vital part of the 
drainage system I spoke of. In Mr. Cadden’s case, as in 80 
many others, they partially failed, and the retained poisons 
produced his suffering. eB Ne 
Still (and please get a good hold of this point) kidney com- 
plaint is only one of a series of organic disorders, all of which 
arise from chronic dyspepsia. It was so in this instance. The 
digestive trouble having been set right by Mother Seigel’s 
Syrup, the kidneys soon became healthy. One—and only 
one—of the peculiar virtues of this famed preparation is its 
power to maintain in good working order the delicate and 
very Important excretory, or drainage, system of the body 
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